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SO) though uo Midas' ma^a handi 
To gold transmnte my barren sanda, 
Thongh fnendly Fame dmgn not to ' 
About my browa the vine and bay, 
Thongh fond eyes marry not with t 
Nor lip to lip give sacred mgn, 
The oore of all content I know, 
A blessing that is balm for woe; 
On life with level gaze I look, 
And all beoanse I love — a book I 
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OAT A COPY OF KEATS' "ENDYMION" 

Has not the glamonred season oome onoe mora, 
Wlien earth pnts on her arras of soft greenf 
See where along the meadow rillet's shore 
The wild-rose bads unfold ! 
Eastward the boughs with i 
laughter lean 
To warm themselTes h 

gold. 

The fozglovee nod along Uie English Use* 
That saw erewhile the daneing sprites of anoWr 

Night-long the leaf -hid ni^tingale eomplaina 
With such melodious woe 

That Bleep, enamored of hsr soaring straiiui, 
Is widely wakeful as the dim hours go. 

Op« but the page — and haik, the impaanoned 
bird 
That through the hush of the he-shadowed 
hours 
Pours in the ear of datk its melting wordi 
H«e is as mellow song 
Aa ever welled from pleaehM laurel bowm, 
Or e'er waa borne soft orient winds along; 
Here may one list all eestaaea the? sung, 

The ahepherds and the maids of Aready, 
Hower-garlanded what time the world was 
young;— 
Pandean minetrelay. 
Low fiutings frtmi alim pipea of ailrer tongna 
Played ^ the dryads on some upland left. j 
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And blent with these are heaTenl; whiBperinea C^ 
Ab faint as whitening poplars make at dawn. 

Sublime sn^^stioiiB of fine-fingered Btringe 
Touched in celestial air, 
And earthward through the dulling ether 

Tet falling on us more than earthlj fair; 
The voice divine that yonng Endymion knew 
In the cool woodland's daricmost depths by 

When godlike ardors thrilled him through and 
through ; 

And his voice from the height 
Whither, OD wakening, drenched with chilly dew, 

He sought the goddess in the gathering light. 

But ah, what mournful memoriefl are mine, 

Song-wakened at this lavish summer-tide! 
Can I forget that sombre cypress line 
By old Rome's ruined wall, 

The lonely grave that alien grasses hide. 
And the pathetic silence shrouding allf 
Who would forget T Blest be the Bong that bean 

Uy soul across aerial seas of space 
As wingddly as airy fancy fares I 

For now that earth's worn face 
The radiant glow of life's renewal weaiv, 

WoHld I in reverence sees that sacred plaea. 
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} Then would I lay these woven shreds of ThynM \( 
In lien of seattered heart's-ease and the roM. 
Behold how Song had trimnpheJ over Time, 
For Btill hia ooag rings clear, 
Thongh where the tender Roman violet growi 
Deep hae he slnmbered mary a fatefnl y<:arl 
If to the poet's rapt imaginings 

Beanty be wed, with love of pnrpose lii^ 
Despite the cynic and his scomfnl flings 

Song shall not fail and die, 
But like the bird that np the asnre springs 
Still thrill the heart, still fill the listaung s^I 
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WITH HEBBICK IN BPRINQ \ 

Now that all Uie wakened hills 
Arrased are with tender green, 
And the noon-gold daffodils 
Greet their over-lord, the Bnn, 
Now that tulipe Bhow their sheoi. 
And a thousand ardors run 
Mead and orchard lane along' — 
Voices vii^inal with song — 
Hera's the hook unfolds to me 
How to-day may still be won 
The old path to Arcatlyl 

Pastoral revelry and rite, 
Clear airs consecrate to Pan, 
Dreams of innocent delist, 
Love in frolic guise arrayed. 
Merriment of maid and man 
In the sunshine and the sbade, 
Here behold, compacted rar^ 
Ever fresh and ever fairl — 
Herriek, pray reveal to me 
(Singer Hesperidian) 
Still the path to Aroadyl 
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And in dactylic dash displayed 
Anent some meny Cambridge maid. 
And in fleet lyrie flights where he 
Ean riot in hyperbole, 
I seem to catch — elusive — thin — 
The magical what-might-have-been I 
80, o'er the golfs of Time, good cbeer 
Jtdm Clevduid, poet-eanlierl 
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y ON A COPT OF THEOCaiWB ^^j 

(Vkhict, 1493) * 

Theoeritos, we love tb; song. 

Where tl^me is sweet and meads are ■nnnj, 
Where shepherd swains and maidens thnrng^ 
And bees Hyblean board their honey. 

Since ancient STTtteosan days 

It yenr by year has grown the sweeter. 

For year by year life's opening ways 
Bun more in proee and lees in metre. 

And than this qnarto, Teilnm-elad, 
Yon oonld not wish a rarer srttmg; 

Beholding, yon mnst still be glad, 
If you behold withoat forgetting. 

Hanutins was the Printer's name — 
(A PubUaher was then nnheard of) 

A fellow of some worthy fame, 
If history we take the word of. 

Think when its pages flist were ent, 
And eager eyes shove them hovend, 

Our proudest dwelling was a hut — 
AmwiflR was jiut discovered! 

L J 
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Then Vomee was indeed a qoeen, * 

And tan^t the tawny Tn^ to fear bar: 
Now has she lost ber royal mini. 
And yet we ecnild not hold her dearer. 

Betwixt these ootsts there is botmd 
A flbaim that oeedeth no oomplrtion ; 

A golden atmoBphere is f onnd 
At ones Sieiluui and Venetian. 

80, while OUT plansiTe song we raise 

And hail the bard whose name is 
Lit ns for ones divide the hays, 

And to the Printer erj—Laiidammal 
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THE BOOKSTALL 



It stands in a binding street, 

A qniet and restfnl noo^ 
Apart £n>m the eadlese beat 

Of the noisy heart of Trade. 
There's never a spot more oool 
Of a hot midBununer daj 
By the hrint of a forest pool. 
Or the bank of a crystal brook 
In the maples' breezy shade, 
Than the bookstall old and grey. 

Here are (oeoions gems of thonght 
That were qnarried long ago, 

Some in rellum bound, and wrought 
With letters and luies of gold; 
Here are enrions rows of "calf," 
And perehanee an Elzevir; 
Here are countless "mos" of «haf!^ 
And a parchment foUo, 
Like leaves that are cracked with cold 
All pnckered and brown and sere. 
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In orery age and olime 

Live the monarchs of the brain : 

And the lords of prose and rbymc^ 
Years after the long last sleep 
Has come to the kingB of earth 
And their names have passed away, 
Role on through death and birth; 
And the thrones of their domain 
Are found where the shades are deep, 
In the bookstall old and gr^. 
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r A FIRST EDITION >< 

A most ezolnsive dan are we, 

Proud of OUT peerlesB pedigree; 

Will Cazton fathered hb, a man 

Shaped somewhat on the clerkly plan, 

But one of whom we're fond withal, 

Indnatrioos and not prodigal. 

Now comely, now unkempt, we ebow — 

Octavo, duodecimo I 

Bnt whether dimmed or bright onr pagl^ 

We glow to know our lineage. 

Black-lettered first, elear-lettered las^— 

The present, or the golden past — 

We stand content our fame upon 

From fly-leaf throngh to colophon. 

An among all patrieiana, fine 
And fair ensamples of oar line 
Arouse onr self-complacency; 
Yiz., Caxton's priceless Halory; 
A ^^ndale Bible (choicer nonelj ; 
A Shakespeare in full folio dona; 
A song that tells of Paradise 
Which Hilton saw with dartcened Qret; 
And that rare "finA" of later vein. 
The little Itb«r, Tamerlane I 
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And now a word of wsmiog, j9 I 

Who sedc oar eonetant eompan;! 
Unless yoor purses, plethoric, hold 
The round and elesrly-^ninted goU, 
Abjnre ns, shon ns, lest the ni^t 
Creep on ye, and pale eandle-lij^t 
Find ye by ns nncomfoited. 
And slipping snpperless to bed! 
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Theooritna whom Groeiaii gsrlands erowned; 

The Mantaan who Aogastan laurela wore; 
The aire of English son^ who broke the ground 

Whereon have trodden many a tuneful score; 

Avon's immortal son whom all adore; 

The twain who sleep b^ Roman walls secure; 

And he who far from Highland loub and moor 
Keeps his last trjat where southern seas sweep 
wide; 

Ay^ what gives joy more sweet, serene and 
sure 
Thau some dear volume by the ingle-side ! 

Friends, of the many pleasures that we poor 
Mortals may taste, the while that v/e endure 

This wa^aring, till deatJj our paths divide. 
Know there is none more sweet, serene and sore 

Than eome dear volume by the ing'le-sidel 
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p A BOOK'LOVEB'B CHOICE ^f/ 

For wime, about the honeyed heart of June, 
To drift and dream, amid the golden shine, 

Down placid waters, is the dearest boon; 
For some, what time the skies incarnadine, 
To list the thunder of the ancient brine 

That swirls, as thon^h 'twere chaS, the stontost 

For me, line marrying with jeweled line, 
"A book of verses nndemeath the bonghl" 

For some the light of the enamored moon, 
Flooding the sky as with ethereal wine, 

The while impassioned night-birds trill in tone. 
And Love plucks lilies for the votive shrine I 
For some the prospect, distant and divine, 

Billowing below a mighty mountain's brow; — 
For me, serene, sequeetered, and supine, 
"A book of verses nndemeath the bonghl" 

For seme the mellow and mysterious croon 
Of the warm sonth, at twUi^t faint and fine; 

For soma the garden, with its radiant nme^ — 
The violet, the pink, the eglantine ; 



|7 Fo 



For some saeh mniB as the Rhone and Rhino <4 
With a ragne ehann of I^endry endow; 
For me, who rorerence the wreathed Nine, 
"A book of TBTBee underneath the banghl" 

Whose TersMf Thine, O Poet of the Vine, 
Omar, hi^ honored, both of yore and now 1 

How sweet to read until the day's decline 
Thy book of Terses underneath the bon^ I 
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IN AN ALCOVE 
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Onee mora am I at middle day 

In tranquil twilight hid awa;, 

Where not a soond disturbs the aoam 

Of ho(&-encompasBed iudolence. 

PttJe, grave-eyed Science does not brood 

Above this Bunlees solitude, 

Not does Romance's ardent faee 

With antique glamour fill the plaee; 

A fairer form the visioa views, 

The gracioufi presence of the Mnse. 

Small meed ot gold she offers tboae 

Who leave the wider ways of Prose 

To follow where her foot-fall lead* 

Along the asphodeliui meads. 

Nor is she prodigal to lay 

Upon the hrow the wreathed bay : 

Yet are her votaries content, 

Aye, more, thor lot seems opulent, 

If on them be by her conferred 

Some transient, dream-evoking word) 

It may be but a whisper low, 

Tet straightway ara the skies aglow; 

It may be but the lightest breatii. 

And yet how it Ulununeth ! 

And thou^ beyond all heart-appeal 

Her lipe a crad silenee seal, 

A holier inflnenoe flUe the air 

Throng^ ber benignant presenoe there; 

Ab, boV would earth and heaven enroll 

Coold one but know her lyric sonll 
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WILUAM WINSTAHLEY, CBITIO 

(1667) 
Long ore the yean, Sir Critie, lon^ 
Sinee yon your galaxy of song 
Set with such pomp and prond intent 
Fair in the Unse's firmament I 
We ean bnt smile at your aeelaim, 
Or be it praiee, or be it blame; — 
Whether at Hilton's fame yon flont^ 
Cry how hia candle is snofled ont, 
And glory, in jndieial ease. 
O'er his poetie obsequiee; 
Or whether yon the merite chant 
Of Gleyelaad or of Davenant; 
PatroniEe Shakespeare, or dismiss 
Herrick with light hypothesis. 

Oat of the misty long ago 
This tmth yoor Tolome lives to show^— 
That, thongh their wit be Hermes-shod, 
Critios, like Jove, do sometimes nod. 
Tis Time alone, with certain huid, 
mnnows the gold from shard sod sand. 
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THE BOOKMAN'S PASADI8E 

A little Btaad irithoat the door 

Whereoa scant treasure is omyed, 
Yet juet enongh to t«mpt explore 

The umer depths of dust and diade; 

Enter; how glade on bookiah ^ada 
Parts right and left to peering eyw, 

Proctaindng both t« man and maid — 
Ihia is the hookman's paradise I 

There is a shelf of ancient lore, 

BIaok-lett«red pages overlaid 
With amber mottles, score on score; 

There is an alcove filled with frajed 

Tall folios standing stiff and staid. 
Like knie'hts of medifeval guise; 

Open, and lehy 'tis straight di^layed 
This is the bookman's paradise. 

Delve deep, and with what golden on, — 
What lichee will your hands be wei^Mdl 

Each eomer owns its predonB store, — 
Poets from Homer down to Praed, 
PhiloBophers, itnd those that trade 

In tales that scoffers label "lies"; — 
The few whose fame shall never fade;— 

This ia the boiAman's paradise. 

Collectors, of each grain and grade. 
When ye shall oome to "priee" a priza^ 

Althon^ ye may be sore dismayed. 
This is the bookman's paradise! 
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► A BOOKWORM'S PLAINT M 

To-day, vhm I bad dined my fill 
Upon a Caxton, — yoa know Willy — 
I flrawled forth o'er the colophon 
To bask awhile within the son; 
And having coiled m; sated length, 
I felt anoD my whilom etrengtb 
Slip from me gradnally, till deep 
I dropped away in dreamful sleep, 
Wheron I walked an eodlees mase. 
And dined on Gaztons all my days. 

Then I woke anddenly. Alaal 
What in my sleep had oome to passf 
That pricelefla flrat edition row, — 
Squat quarto and tall folio, — 
Had, in my Blnmbeo', vanished quite; 
Instead, on my astonished si^ 
The newest norels burst, — a gay 
And most nnpalatable array! 
I, that have battened on the best, 

Why should I thoa be ilJrip iiiifNl, 

And with starvation, or the worst 
Of diets, croelly be ourstf 
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In pity will I gire his book ( 

A not too lonely study nook, 

Wbere kindly gle&su of light may pl^ 

AeroBS it of a wintry day; 

And I will take it down BomatimeB 

To oon the prim and poliahed riiymn. 

Will time, when the gray yean have fled, 

Scone book of mine be hooaed and reodf 
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[r AT aOLDBMITH'B QBATE M 

On Qoldsmith's grsve to-day 
I found K wreath of bay, 
Laid by §oin« loring bond^ wboK, nan* 
may say. 

Though since he eeosed to be 

The ani^ of Time's great sea 

Has Bwept unceasing, green his mammy I 

For through his limpid linea. 

Unfailing, one divines 

A hnmomna tenderness that ainga and 



'Twas bis uneonsoiona part 
To touch the homui heart 
With a fine feeling that ia mon than «rt. 

Bo, where bis bones repose 
In the gray Temple-eloae, 
Shall mingl« laurel, ivy and the roMl 
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IZAAK WALTON'S NAME 

As I went down the crowded Fleet, 

An idler without aiia, 
I marked above the roaring street 

Dear Izoak Walton's noma 

A nmrbte tablet in the vail 
(Saint DuDBtan's in the West) 

A brief bat fair memorial 
In graven lines expneaed. 

How sweet 'mid London's tnibid mja, 
'Neath skies so dull and dim, 

To find in terse but graeious phrasa 
This kindly word of himt 

Dear Izaak of the simple heart, 

The quiet country love ! — 
I saw before my vision start 

The winding dale of Dove; 

Its slopee that shimmered in the nut, 
Its stream that rippling ran. 

And on the grassy mar^ on^~ 
One happy fislunTnanl 

Some treasure statesmwi, martyiB, kinn 

Hctosb of noble fame, 
But here a vagrant rhymer sings 

Dear Izaak Walton's name I 
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St tbe sonnet *^^ 

Vlut is the sonnet f 'Tis a lovely flower 
Of fourteen perfect petals! From tbe bloom 
Ezhalea so soft, so enbtle a perfome 

Tbat it has sweetened many on empty hoDr; 

Bom in a beaatifol Italian bower, 
Pair root it found beneath the glow and g^oom 
Of ehangefol English skies, and welcome room 

In other climee, each richer for its dower. 

What paamonate attar Shakespeare from it mMiI 
How it for Hilton bourgeoned, and bow Keats 

Nortored it gladly in his garden-close I 
Still in its heart bide undiscovered sweets; 
80. poets, put your fondest eare thereon. 
As dotb a gardener on his rarest rosel 
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j> AD MU8AM 1 

V-vao, thoQ bast been my graoioiis solace long, 
MnVing melodioas dieoordant days. 
Leading my feet adown the pleasant ways 

Within the precincts of liie gates of Song. 

Thon hast interpreted grim Winter's wrong, 
The vernal wonder, Bunuuer's bright displaya, 
The pomp of Antnmn; many a varied phau 

That life reveals with ibs trans^hifting throng. 

The rich inheritor through thee am I 

Of castles, aye, of kingdoms 1 Every elime 
And age yields something from its treasmw- 
store 
For thee to clothe anew and vivify. 
Dost bnried by the tireless hands of Time 
Thou hast transmnted into magio orel 



^ 




THE 8INGEB8 Tj 

Ton who hftve qaatted from Aganippe's spring. 
And know the Irinjling raptnra, hail and heu I 
Tour eyes have oanght the vinon 
morning-clear, 

The poignant, inoommnnieable thing, 

That bade yon ope yoor silent lips and sing, 
Fond and forgetful, and fain bnt to hear 
The mnsio swell and ebb, to yon as dear 

As its own fliite-tiot«e to the golden-wing. 

Be yon ooiitent«d, though on eril days 

Tonr paths have fallen when the art of yore 

So reverenced is held as is a shard; 
Sing on, sing on, nor falter nor deplore I 
He to the Mnae the tmest tribnt« pays 
"Who finds in song song's most divine 
reward 1 
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7 ON A COPY OF BAYABD TATLOB'S 

"XIMENA" 

This was the first libation that be pound 
Upon the eonsecrated Bhrine of Song, 
His Bover^gn lady throng his whole life long, 

Howe'er be wandered, worshipped aad adored; 

'Whether he strayed wliea« Syrian voltnies 

In the bine vault, or where the tnrbaned 

throng 
gorged in swart Egypt, or wiUi laah and thong 
Ui^ed the swift sledge o'er I^pland field and 
fiord. 

Bare little tome of me^ and modest mien, 
Scanning your pages now the yeaia have ran 
Thmngh many a Instmm mnee yon saw 
, the day, 

I seem to read your buoyant Unea betweot, 
Lines where Yonth treads the doffodilian w^, 
How hi^ of heart was our Denealion 1 
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'' A SUMMER MOOD \ 

The majesty of the Uiltonic line 
Allures me not t«-day, nor paradise, 
TJnlesB it be in Jnlia's winsome eyes 

Aa hymoed by Herrick, with his tate-note flne; 

Not the Shakespearean altar-fire divine 
Beguileth me, save where, in tender wise, 
It plays through Bosaliod's questions and 
replies, 

Or Beatriee^B sallies set a-shine. 

The day is one of tanking Lovelace mood, 

Tricksy with frolic fancies ench as gave 

To Snckting's wit its nimbleness and lest; 

For me Terpsichore, the Muse they wooed — 

Tfaoae eavaliere so debonair and brave — 

And at her maddest and her merriest ! 
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SIDNEY LANIEB 
The buubIim gproad in Uu> aatnmoal sim 

Their syinphoiiy of blended green and gold 

Ab when he saw them, while the multifold 
Tide-heralds of the oeean race and ran 
Vooiferotis landward, and the oreek-banks dnn 

Feel the ooot ^neh of waters o'er them rolled; 

Inlet and oove careesed are and consoled, 
And the parched meads hare cooling solace won. 

Ofttiniee from sweet eommnnion with bis peon 
In that fair boom beycmd the dofik and dawn 
Whither he went, onr eyes with grief 
bedimmed, 
(Ah, rtem are the irrevocable years 1) 
I dream that he is earthward baotwu^ dnwn 
To these lone marshes that he loved and 
hymned. 
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GBENVILLE MELLBIf 
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Poet that livest in a single line, — 
"Above the fight tha lonely bugle grieves,"— 
Ahout thy grave on cload-encompassed eves 

The biuided winda in consonance comhine 

To breathe forth battle strains ;— a fitting shrine 
For snch impaseioned utterance I — the leaves 
Falling the while, and sad antunmal sheaves 

Against the snneet etched ui w^rd design. 

There is the pathos of all mourning airs. 
And of the fading pageant of the year, 
In unfulfilled ambition snch as thine; 
And yet thy brow one leaf of laurel waani; 
Ni^ard of favor is the Uuse austere, 
Poet that liveet in a angle line I 
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ON RE-READING SCOTT, 



Uqm, for a little while pot by the latel 

The ehawm, the cymbal, and the dram b« 
thine t 

The imperionB trumpet, evermore the mgn 
Of aims and banners and of high dispute I 
Lrt for a space the lips of love be mute, 

While martial words with martial aira 
combine I 

Away Inxorioos ease, with song and wine — 
Dreams and deeireB of Pleasnre/s langnid fruit t 

Hail the free winds abroad npon the mooia, 
The eavea, the crags, the forests, and tbs 
soond 
Of mighty deeds sword-done by land and 

Aye, bail the lofty spirit that endures 
Throngh all the yews from Time's remotest 
bonnd — 
This spirit of leal-hearted cbiralryt 
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THE BIRTH OF TEE SONNET 



Beyond where Soylla and Charybdis roared, 
In the old days of hale Odyaaean worth, 
Where pale Proserpine of joy had deartb 

la the fair fields of Eima the deplored, 

iWbere asphodels still show their golden hoard, — 
The flowerfol largess of Bioilian earth, — 
There, it is said, the sonnet had its birth, 

A limpid song from melody's chalice poured. 

I And they, the bards who shaped the stately form. 
Their names are but blown waifs upon tha 
wind; 
Their bones with yellowed dust long sinee 
were one; 
B Bnt still the sonnet, living, vital, warm. 
In many a bosom lovingly enshrined. 
Sings on and on in choral antiphon. 
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Wbat of the bards vho in love's white demeuu | 
Hade lyric dalliance, and linked their rhymes | 
Beside the rippling Rhone in bjgone timea, 

Each choosing some sweet lady for his queen f 

Gallant they were, nor aoomed the battle soana, 
Albeit they toned beneath the scented limes 
Their soft late-pleadings to the castle ohinut | 

Of fair Provenoe, girt with its vineyards green. 

Bhspers of song, if but a jest to-day 
Tour art is made, a byword on the lip 
Of those whose hearts this age of trade 
immures. 
Take courage! yon, by right of comradeship. 
Have rich inheritance from such as they; — 
Ton are the heirs of all the tronbadonrs I 



I TO THOMAS 8. JONES, JB. T( 

I can recall within Bome orient land, 
Where every dawn is like a goldea poalm, 
How in a mosque, beneath a stately palm, 

I saw a rare moaaio, deftly planned — 

Uarble as stainless as is Beauty's band; 
Deep cbrysoberyl glistening like the calm 
Of ocean; agate like the tufted balm 

Bnming in August woods when noons are bland. 

Aye, and the burnished bosom of the jade, 
The violet veins of lapis-lazuli, 
The topaz-heart that holds the son in fee; 
Thus is yonr song-mosaic interlaid, 
Not only lovely to the onter eye. 
But to the inner sense a harmony I 
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